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H{e hails the day when he has t 
To be a great attraction, 
But to attract a pistol-shot 
Gives him 20 satisfaction. 
"Tis not that he’s at all afraid 
Indeed he would pooh, pooh! it 
But if a hit 7s to be made 
He'd rather he should do it. 

Thursday.—Just went over to tell the Russians I was looking at 
them while they advanced alot of troops into Manchuria. They 
seemed rather confused. Had an hour or two at the exhibition of 
the Society of Lady Artists, then went and helped H.R.H. at the 
t meeting for his Hospital Fund. Got Gibbons in for South Wolver 
hampton and Scott in for West Marylebone, then to the meeting of 
the Liberal Forwards. (Some people are so forward.) All wnonge 
politics again —curious how one always seems to be knocking up 
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against them 

Friday.—lRichardson (more politics) got in when I wasn’t 
By Tv 32 PARTY N THE Spor ae J* agg ‘ . © . 
3¥ THE Party ON THE Spor, looking. Awful change in the weather in consequence— snow- 
storms everywhere,” and nothing to show for it except chilblains 


Wednesday.— Tremendous gales—passed a breezy night in bed, ad he — ' 
and influenza. Nice day for the opening of Kempton Park races! 
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and was blown out to early breakfast. Had a good blow out of egus , ; ~" e 
and bacon, after which had a good blow out of polities. Introduced Ls ft early and read Weyman's “Shrewsbury” all the afternoon, an 
deputation, in r¢ ird to the proposed Municipalitie Bill to Duke oval In iaeaepinte cCOnVersazione IM Cvening, ng 
Devonshire and Marquis of Salisburv, and left them to have a Saturday.—Thought I’d run over to see how Stoddart’s team uf 
ttle chat together. Then down to Edgbast (Birmingham) t were getting on. Sorry to find them a good deal * off.” Came 


hear Mr. Chamberlain on “ the situation ” there. Seems there wer ba and spent a “‘ Happy Invening™ 11 helsea at 
\ olytechn \ to the ¥ 1) Men's Ce 


more people ‘after the situation ’’ than it would hold. Came back vv ¢ rn | Z WW OF 
: 1 ] , . 7 , 4 . ‘ Ln) ( ) vy 
and helped at the Roval Academy election. Made Messrs. Leader Mr. | lon Wid 
and Lucas R.A.’s, and Mr. Napier Henry an A.R.A., all of which Monday.—Dlowing more gales—very stor Hesitated about 
was all right. Turned into the Gaiety Theatre for a little revolve: C! ng t Channel t ee the Zola t | oper proper! 
practice— shooting at and threatening the prof r being [didn't f i t exhibition ay { 
nh in vogue just now. Found myself anticipated bv a ith them ee} to have t 
very much out of practice—he aimed at an actor and hit the ling ton I I Beats round t i f lest, 
SNanklin, und the eve ng (after dining at several parilamentary 
PAINT AND POWDER. dinners) helped Lord Ronald Gower to give away the prizes for the 
female re 
The actor strives through light and dark aia i 1 _Parli 1 ¢ 4 
ret ; : Oy ne thing appenec arliament opene r 
i}] eminence he's got at, Pu 5 F Y-— Bee ' , Hing happens a ATT) l ‘ LOT 1 
t ir sins ook my seat ‘ 
He likes to be a man of mark CERT RON SAE > af 
But not one to be shot at. THEIR ONLY EXCUSE. bot 
‘ : r . eee +? net for alaver tal 
The centre of appr val—he The Parliament’ MW LOT pala ft 
Is eager t far get And wordy polemical fighting, vii 
~ me Ti) SO $ [F¢+] : . a 9 3 ° 
—— . : ; But whethe rits‘‘ carved one or ** Carver, iy 
But harbours no desire to be Seer ig 
Thi = tre ”* of it ? + It dor I eer vCTy eCXCILIN} M 
, And up s} hae SPorvi [ | 
en f yT ! | VI I ay 
He 1) ( A ! WwW. i Py 
‘ ] ~? 
I I) YY | I} [ 4 ft. 
’ ; if 
, i J] i - 
il un be returned 
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Where Strephon tells 
The song birds of his bliss, 
I will not stay 
To chant a lay 
Of such a tale as this, 
Of maidens’ smiles 
And loving wiles 
In silence I'l] pass by, 
In point of fact 
They don’t attract ‘i 
A person such as I. . 
But don’t abuse : 
My modest muse, : 
For that would not be nice, 
Remember, too, 
She gives to you 
The soundest of advice. 
I do not sing 
Of birds in Spring, 
Nor of love’s tender thrills, 
But all my lays 
Record the praise 
Of . . .* perfect frills. 


* This space to be let for advertisement. 
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24 | A song of Spring, 2 
4 @: Of nymphs and of their swains, P 
- I'll tune my lyre, 3 
4 But don’t aspire a 
. To such poetic strains. % 
: 6 For sentiment 
as I have no bent, 
a4 "Tis clearly out of date, 
j : Fond lovers’ sighs Ee 
ao I do despise; & 
A ; Their woes I'll not narrate. be. 
| 
| on Of starry dells, 
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A LECTURE was recently delivered at 
Carpenters’ Hall, London Wall, on “ The 
Structure of Timber.”’ This struck Mr. 
Fun as being asubject admirably adapted 
for a wooden-headed audience, so, of 
course, he did not pine to attend; in 
fact, he would have been quite out of his 
el(e)m-ment,so he thought he might go 
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EVOLUTION. 
He —“¥ | a fir-ther, and fare alder better. The 
lé u are WOrking verv sSioWlLV \nat are ve | tting?”? ge Te al? : 9 
~ me wt g very slowly. What are vou knit ing delirious delights of “‘ timber’ do not 
t¢ d BOC Kh ” . . 
RP, pn ese: < SRE omer S| Fer z appeal to Mr. Fun; the subject sounds 
Lhe should sav it would be a stocking befor you ve finished, at that rate. too dry and saw-dusty. 








plemented by artfully-arranged phonographs under the immediate 
control of the organist. Then came sermon time. 


A Romantic Love Affair. 


Mest tains 


ee 


BEING AN EXTRACT FROM A NOVEL OF THE FUTURE The vicar stepped forward and said: ‘‘My dear brethren, the ie 
ie 


(‘*A mechanical device for taking up collections is about to be 
introduced in a Chicago church. A wire is stretched from pew 
to pew, and little carriages to receive the money are strung upon 
it. The contrivance is operated by electricity, and is controlled from 


sermon which you will hear to-day has been phonographed directly 
from the celebrated young preacher, the Reverend Charles Distin.” 
With these words he pressed a button, whereupon a large funnel 
in the pulpit, which had been puzzling Lesbia all the service, gave 
out the text in a clear, sweet, resonant voice that filled. the whole 





. + a switch located in the top of the pulpit just in front of the rector.” 
i —Weekly Paper. building. Lesbia sat entranced. The beauty of the voice stirred 
1g Lespia had never before been to an up-to-date London church, or to _ Sed ae Ce ee oer eee een ie lowe WE 
4 and was quite unprepared for the ingenious improvements which is. What happiness, she any se SOW Sed. Comverse with the 
: she now saw for the first time. She had wondered why her ptoscgg e Some sence, eee wee! Benoes the sermon wer 
[ employer had brought no hymn book with her, a fact which was a me had determined to make the acquaintance of the Rev. 
; soon explained when the old lady dropped a penny into the slot of rao wistin. . 

She was so full of her new idea that she paid little heed to the 


a smal! automatic machine in front of her and took out in return 
& neat copy of ‘ Ancient and Modern,” with music in the common 
notation and on the Tonic Sol-Fa system. From a second machine 


novel and ingenious method of taking up the collection. A box 
suddenly started from the pulpit, gliding smoothly on a tightly 
stretched wire, and began dodging about among the pews almost as 




















rE she extracted a smelling bottle and a fan, and then settled herself 2 : Beg 

Pei comfortably in acorner of the pew. The organist had not vet if it were a living thing. As each coin fell into the receptacle, @ 

Pa E arrived, but ever since the doors were opened the mechanical pro- metallic disc popped up from the top of the machine, showing with 

hii] organ had been discoursing sweet music with delightful inflections of unfailing accuracy the amount of the contribution just received. 

| power and expression. eee Lesbia blushed a little as she dropped in her modest copper and 
When the singing began, Lesbia was astonished to hear such saw the dreadfully distinct “1d.” fly up with a reproachful click— 
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‘Qh, you must hear my brother sing. 





THE BEGINNING OF THE QUARREL. 


I will bring him to your next ‘At Home.’ 


You know, dear, he is a professional tenor.” 
‘‘Oh, my dear, our rooms are very small, you know. 




















3o8. 7 oo —— ——— — 
oe To a Modern Anthea, 
{| ABOUT TO RUN A NEWSPAPER. 
: [A newspaper has just been started in 
: Paris the staff of which is entirely com: 
3 posed of women.— Daily Paper.} 
| a3 Sweet maid, in wonder I’ve been lost 
ee At each succeeding caper 
3 , Which thou hast cut—but count the cost 
; Before thou runn'st a paper. 
4 The work will make thy heart to ache, 
4 The life is sad and solemn ; 
4 E’en seasoned pressmen sometimes quake 
‘ Before the yawning celumn. 
4 Thy form is full of countless charms, 
Thy cheeks with blushes redden, 
So what hast thou to do with “ formes” 
That heavy are, and leaden ? 
= I pray thee seek some other field 
a For thy swift pen so clever, 
a And from all ‘‘comps.” thy fair self 
a shield— 
a They’re discomposing ever! 
Bi Thine ancestors, those grim old earls, 
 : Would curse this superfine age, 
a And boil with wrath to see young girls 
i Descend to paltry lineage. 
* So leave the “ flimsies *’ and the par, 
® Report, and leading article ; 
os How vain such institutions are, 
‘ They have of sense no particle! 
Then do not copy those whose hearts 
‘ Are ever benton “copy,” 
For Love, the archer, wastes no darts 
On maidens who are ‘“‘shoppy ”’! 
An Open Port. 
An honest man is blunt John Bull, 
With manners plain and free, 
Of cash he has his pockets full— 
t. Spondulicks, £ s. d. 
=} He’s none of your close-fisted sort, 
But ever bears an open port 
ei He loves to meet a jolly friend 
“The And ask him home to dine, 
iM ° To linger, just an hour to spend 
C2 4 Beside the generous wine; 
ae He has the best that can be bought, 
. 28 And with great pride will open port. 
f his He is not selfish in the least, 
ht go Yet lives to push his trade; 
The Spite Russian tactics in the East 
» not He is in nought dismayed— 
yunds ‘*To all the world,”’ runs John’s retort, 
‘‘ The freedom of an open port.”’ 
— Determined to enforce his creed, a 
Be Which by the just is hailed, 
_ Bull owns huge ships. To serve his need 
h They have to China sailed. 
, . And if a battle must be fought 
sei) Those ships will promptly open port. 
le 
nel = oe Sn 
ave , . , 
ole Valentine Rivalry in the Far East. 
‘red 
ith Tue heart of Sir Leo the Lion 
the Was touched to its middlemost string, 
wes And he looked with an amorous eye on 
ey The dear little Missy Ching-Ching. 
‘‘Oh, Cupid has smitten me sore, love! 
the And if, as my onliest own, 
box You will give me the right to befriend you 
atly Through life — to protect and defend you— 
: os 1'll e’en, as a valentine, send you 
2 A plump little, snug little, loan! 
vith But Sir Ursus the Bear’s predilection 
ved. : Made him, too, a love-ditty sing, 
and ae Since he cherished a sneaking affection 
k— For meek little Missy Ching-Ching. 


os 


So pray, darling, don’t be so stupid 

As to be by his blandishments dupéd : 

It is I who, impaled by Dan Cupid, 
Must send you that valentine-loan !"’ 


Then vexed was Sir Leo the Lion’s 
Stout heart with Sir Ursus the Bear ; 

And they each against each hurled defiance, 
And each at the other did swear. 

And the damozelle knew not— poor creature ! 
On which her affection to fling, 

Until Fun, like a soothsaying preacher, 
Gave counsel to Missy Ching-Ching. 

“ Pray turn the cold shoulder to both, love, 
And raise a few pounds ‘ on your own’! 

For, alas! it’s not Cupid but merely 

Cupidity— mark my words clearly ! 


‘. 
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Sokington.—“ Oh, lor’, Tom! I've got ’em again, worse than ever!” 
(But it was only that celebrated fancier, Cruft’s, Dachshunds takin] their constituticnal. ) 








Potatoes and Point. 


Mr. AsquitH (sotto voce) :— 


Wuat’s thedish? Ah, potatoes and 
point ! 
Pretty fare for so learnéd a guest— 
Never mind; with the times out of joint, 
The best they can do is their best. 
For although the point’s hard to discern, 
And although the potatoes are small, 
If they’re both of them done to a turn— 
They are better than nothing at all! 


Such cold comfort’s perhaps a defect— 
But, there—comfort’s a relative term. 

Better comfort we could not expect 
While our Programme’s as yet but a 

germ. 

Later on we may do the thing well, 
And go in for more opulent fare— 

We must put up with this for a spell, 
And high-living maybe isa snare! 


So high-thinking must do for a time, 
We can thi just as high as we 
please ; 
Then tall-talking is also no crime, 
If it isn’t exactly ‘‘ the cheese.” 
But if we with sorrow must sup, 
Our chagrin we'll endeavour to hide— 
We can fancy we're “ filling the cup”’ 
baer we wait for the turn of “ the 
tide.” 


After all, there are pleasures in life, 
Though we seem to be plunged in 
distress. 
There is joy in the bustle and strife, 





Never mind; when contentment must do, 
It is well to believe you’re content — 
Though our “‘ herbs” areas bitter as rue, 
We must take the “ stalled oxen”’ as 

meant. 


Your lot may be hard—most lots are! 
Still it is somewhat hard is it not, 
When you’ve made a big name at the 
bar 
To discover this “ little’s ’” your lot ? 
If my head they would only anoint, 
And proclaim me their Leader—well, 
there— 
In that case their potatoes and point 
Wouldn’t be such indifferent fare. 


In that case I could put up with much— 
With little, perhaps I should say ! 
With the Leadership well in my clutch 
It would give me a zest for the fray. 
But a back-seat’s unpleasant to take, 
It seems in my fate there’s a flaw— 
More especially when I must make 
These political bricks without straw. 


Our opponents sit down to a feast ; 
Well, we’ve feasted, and may feast 
again— 
And that of my woes is the least ; 
For I wish—but such wishes are vain! 
Still I wish that Sir William could see 
That a Leader is what we most need— 
And give up his position to me, 
And faithfully follow my lead. 


But he won’t ; he will ne’er understand, 
What a blessing to all it would be 
If he gracefully threw up his hand 


iavour ol 





It issad when a Statesman like him 
Cannot see that he’s quite out of date— 

Thit our prospects, so led, are but dim, 
And that we’re in the deuce of a state. 


Woe is me—for such wishes are vain— 
To our muttons we have to return; 
For the heights that we cannot attain 
’Tis the worst of all folly to yearn. 
Well, who cares? What is life but a 
jest ? 
And the times must remain out of 
joint— 
I must not forget I’m the guest, 
And the dish is potatoes and point. 











Hints to Valentine Senders. 


Don’t stamp on your valentine, but 
put a stamp on it. 


_ Don’t send ugly valentines to people ; 
it is not a handsome way of treating 
them, 


Don’t miss the post, but post (to) the 
miss, 


Hunt for a valentine until you find a 
chaste one. 


Don’t attempt to write your own 
valentine verses unless you are a real 
poet. Of course, if you are a real poet 
you will be able to reel them off in a 
satisfactory manner, and your beloved 
will be sure to “ cotton” to them, and 


a fair st] . 7 ] ws 
ialr Will 77nd yp all right. 
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MR. ASQUITH (SOTTO VOCE). 














“AH! 
Mr. ASQUITH 
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POTATOES AND POINT. 

POTATOES AND POINT! PRETTY FARE FOR SO LEARNED A GUEST.” 

s ENTERTAINMENT AT DINNER BY THE EIGHTY CLUB. 


(For Cartoon Verses see page 52.) 
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Walter Spondulicks, as he watched his uncle, escorted by the 
policeman, and followed by a rabble of children. “ There am I, a 











i? 
“Tr was BELLA.’ 


presumably respectable young man, being taken to the station to be 
charged with using threatening language. At least, all that is 
chargeable is, for Uncle James, who is at present inhabiting my 
corporeal self, will have to answer the charge; while I shall, I 
suppose, float round like the steam from the washerwoman’s tub 
till he’s let out on bail. What will ’Bella and my future ma-in-law 
think? Of course, that old reprobate of an uncle of mine doesn’t 
care a bit. He has no character to lose. I suppose I’d better speak 
to him, or there’s no saying what the old man will do if he thinks 
I’ve left him in the lurch. Hang himself in his cell, or some fine 
thing of that sort, and then there will be a pair of us. Ugh!” 

‘* Well, uncle!" he whispered, hovering over the head of the man 
in charge; “you're having a nice hour’s amusement, but I didn’t 
think you’d choose a London policeman for a companion.” 

‘‘Tt’s awful, Walter!’ said the old man, pathetically. ‘ Won't 
you change places with me? You could manage it so much better, 
and the man says it might be five years; it all depends on the 
view the jury take of it, and I can't keep step with him.” 

“* Upon my word, you are a cool customer,”’ replied Walter, laugh- 
ing. ‘No thanks! I prefer an erial existence to five years in 
Chokee, mounting the golden stairs. But, seriously, five years is all 
bosh. The inspector won't take the charge, I expect, and if he does 
will let you out on your own recognisances, and give you a severe 
reprimand, and I think you deserve that. As to keeping step with 
a policeman, it’s a moral impossibility for you, and requires years 
of practice. How do you think they get promotion in the force, 
eh? You may think it’s for intelligence and superior attainments, 
but it’s not. No, sir! It’s for the polish and finish of that mighty 
upheaval of soles. Take the case of an - : 

“Oh! be quiet, Walter! It may be very diverting to you to joke, 
but it won’t help me out of the scrape, unless you change places 
with me. Do! Walter!” pleaded the old man. ‘ What will your 
friends think ? 





“The friends of a millionaire won't think much of a little 
escapade like this, uncle, and if they do, why——. Uncle! Look 
there! Get the man to take you down a side turning. She. at 
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és 9 i least, musn’t see the degradation. And, for goodness sake, try and 
Spooky” Spondulicks, Esa. infuse a little innocence in my face. You've ‘ Guilty, my lord,’ 

No. 8.—“IN CHARGE.” written in every line of it at present.”’ 
7 ; oo : tag's Uncle James Spondulicks looked up, and saw the cause of his 
‘Was ever a man placed in such a ridiculous predicament?” said nephew’s perturbation. It was Bella coming towards them on the 


opposite side of the way, little dreaming of the trouble that awaited 
her on the other. 

The little episode did not disturb the old man. He saw a way 
out of his present trouble, and smiled grimly as Bella stopped short, 
the smile fading from her lips, and then come swiftly across the 
road. 

‘*T’ll change places now, Uncle! ’’ said Walter, as he saw his sweet- 
heart approaching. 

‘“‘No, Walter, you shall not!” replied the old man. ‘ You 
refused me your sympathy, perhaps I shall get some from Bella.” 

‘“‘ Walter, dear!”’ gasped Bella, clinging to the old man’s arm. 
‘‘ What’s the matter? They shan’t take you away!”’ 

‘¢‘ Stand a-one side, miss, and don’t interfere with a hofficer in 
the hexecution of his dooty.”’ 

‘‘ Let me go, my darling Bella,’’ said the old man, ‘‘ but kiss me 
once, my girl. It may be the last time you will have a chance of 
saluting your own despairing Ja—-—- Ahem! Walter, I mean.” 

“T’ll be hanged if she shall!” yelled the shade of Walter 
Spondulicks. ‘ Just you come out of my body, you old ruffian, 
before I yank you out.” 

‘‘ But it may be five years you'll get, Nephew Walter,” said the 
old man, chuckling. 

‘‘T don’t care if it is five million. 
time than see you kiss my Bella.” 

“’Hre, old up, sir!”’ said the policeman, as the body of Walter 
Spondulicks lurched heavily against him during the course of the 
metamorphosis; ‘‘ These ’er young ‘uns h’aint got no pluck now-a- 
days.” 

‘*T believe you’ve been hurting him, you cruel wretch!’ sobbed 
Bella. 

‘¢ Swear I ain’t, miss!’ retorted the man. 

“Tt’s all right, Bella!’’ said Walter Spondulicks in propria 
persond, suddenly coming to himself. ‘Don’t make a scene. I’ll 
soon settle this absurd charge. Lead on, officer.’’ 

The station was soon reached, and, much to the relief of Bella, 
and the now shadowy form of Uncle James, it all happened just as 
Walter had foretold. The inspector merely required Walter’s name 
and address, and bound him over to appear if called upon, after 
preaching him a little homily, expatiating on the absurdity of 
practical joking. The stolid policeman got the reprimand from his 


I’d rather serve that epoch of 


superior for excess of duty, which Walter soothed with a handsome 


douceur. 














“SHOOK HIS Fist ANGRILY.” 


‘Thank you, sir,” 
sir, I shall only be 


said the man, saluting. ‘‘ Any other time, 


‘appy to serve you.”’ 
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‘‘The next time 


‘‘ Thank you, my man,” said Walter solemnly. 
Good 


I’m taking a little amusement of this sort, I’ll think of you. 
day!” 

x Well! if I’d thought that was all,” grumbled the old man, as 
he followed the happy pair home to Bayswater, ‘“‘ I wouldn’t have 
changed places so readily.” 

‘‘Uncle James Spondulicks,” muttered Walter, turning his head 
to speak, but clutching Bella’s arm, “you’ve had your innings and 
made a mess of it, so sheer off, and leave me to have mine. I’m 
going to shunt you for a week.” 

‘““Why do you keep muttering things, Walter ?’’ asked Bella. 
‘‘I’m beginning to become quite afraid of you.” 

“It’s only a beggar that keeps following me about, thinking he’s 
got some claim on me.” 

** Why don’t you give him in charge, Walter, dear?’ asked Bella. 

The old man gasped, and, standing in the middle of the pavement, 
exploding with rage, shook his fist angrily at his nephew’s receding 
figures 

‘‘BeggaramI? Give me in charge, will you? Shunt me fora 
week, eh?” he snarled. ‘‘ You don’t throw me over so easily, 
Walter Spondulicks. Keep your compact or beware of my ven- 
geance,” and with these ominous words he faded into nothingness. 














Waftings ‘from the Wings. 


The Lady of Lyons never grows wearisome so long as the lady 
herself and the nice but naughty Claude are up to their work; 
there is so much that is real and genuine in this much-berated play 
that one forgives the floridity of the language for the moving 
nature of the sentiment. We can all enter into Pauline’s feelings 
when she finds that the gardener’s cottage and not a palace by the 
lake of Como is where she has to spend her honeymoon, and still 
more can we understand her forgiveness and love when she finds 
that her low-born husband is about to leave her. And then we are 
filled with a glow of gratified sentimentality when the victorious 
Melnotte returns famous from the wars just in time to save his 
sorrowing bride from falling a victim to the bold, bad Beauseant. 
It is all simple, so romantic, so femininely sweet. And it rings 
true, every word of it, despite the high-falutin’. 

Mr. Kyrle Bellew is cut out for Claude; the ladies love him for his 
good looks, and honest, straightforward passion, his earnestness and 
his uncompromising manner of making love. His is a really fine 
performance, full-flavoured, whole-souled—just what it should be; it 
is no use taking hold of these old-fashioned heroes with kid gloves ; 
like nettles, they want grasping with a firm grasp. Mrs. Brown 
Potter made a beautiful Pauline, and, though she has not the power 
of expressing indignation and horror upon discovering the trick 
that has been played upon her, later, when she finds out that, 
despite everything, she loves her Claude, and in the highly-strung 
sorrow of the parting, Mrs. Potter touched the spot, and showed that, 
while tragic flights are denied to her, she can touch our hearts when 
the emotions she has to express are not so strenuous, but womanly. 
Mr. Luigi Lablache and Mr. A. Bawtree distinguished themselves 
as Colonel Damas and Gaspar; while Messrs. Saintsbury and 
Lovell made the parts of Beauseant and Glavis interesting. 

The new play at Daly’s, whenever the extraordinarily successful 
Geisha has to be withdrawn, will be a very gorgeous production, 
indeed. It is classical, Rome, A.D. 90, and the scene is laid in a 
villa on the outskirts of Rome, and the interior of one at Baix, the 
old name for Naples. The chorus of slaves of various nationalities 
will lend life and colour to the scene. Mr. Hayden Coffin and Miss 
Letty Lind will play the parts of Greek slaves, while Miss Marie 
Tempest will be a Persian girl. Miss Hilda Moody, a very charming 
and clever young actress and songstress, will be a Roman princess, 
Mr. Rutland Barrington the Prefect of Rome. Mr. Sidney Jones, 
assisted by Mr. Lionel Monckton, will provide the music, Mr. Owen 
Hall is the librettist, and Messrs. Adrian Ross and Harry Greenbank 
will do the lyrics. 

Mr. Charles Hawtrey has let the Comedy Theatre to Miss Gladys 
Homfreys, who will produce there a new comedy by Mr. Arthur 
Law. Thus the last moments of the delightful One Summer’s Day 
are approaching, and those who have not yet seen one of the 


prettiest pieces of recent times must hurry up. 
GossAMER, 


The management of the Alexandra Palace have under considera- 
tion some exceedingly daring proposals respecting #rial navigation. 
A series of experiments will be carried out during the season, and 
the inventor has the utmost confidence in his air ship being suc- 
cessful. After a preliminary canter over North London he proposes 
to make a trip to the Midland Counties, and then further north- 


ward. Some interesting experiments will also take place in para- 
chuting. These will be worked in duplicate from the one balloon. 


Another strong feature will be a right 





—_—— 


The Empire is going pretty strong just now with the Schaffer 
Family, the finest collection of athletes ever seen. The way a 
catch and turn one another about is marvellously wonderful. 
Splendid precision and confidence appears to be the secret of their 
efficiency. The sporting sketch, The Race, is slightly melodra- 
matic. Doubtlessly The Race, with real horses, would be suffi- 
ciently exciting had not a similar performance been seen pre- 
viously at the Princess’s Theatre. A treadmill kind of contrivance 
causes the horses to gallop without their bodies moving 
through space, and the contiguous scenery of the racecourse 
flits away until the goal is reached. In the American play, The 
Country Fair, performed last summer at the Princess's Theatre, the 
scene of the race was effected in an apparently similar manner as 
The Race now showing at the Empire. There is nothing very much 
in this fresh sporting sketch; merely virtue—if there is any in 
turf matters—triumphing over vice. 

The Empire management announce that they will produce this 
week an entirely new and original j‘‘ up-to-date "’ ballet, entitled 
The Press. 

Don’t forget the Nellie Farren Testimonial Benefit Fund. Subscrip- 
tions may be sent to the honorary secretaries at the Gaiety Theatre. 
The matinée at Drury Lane in aid of the fund will take place on 
Thursday, March 17th next. Remember Captain Cuttle’s advice, 
and—‘‘ make a note of it.”’ 

The Princess of Parmesan, a carnival opera in two acts, by 
Messrs. W. H. Millais and Morton Latham, will be performed at 
the Matinée Theatre, Langham Place, W., on Monday, 21st inst., 
at 8 p.m., in aid of the funds of the City of London Hospital for 
Diseases of the Chest, which sorely needs financial assistance. 

Mr. Frank de Jong’s Comedy Company opened at the Opera 
House, Cape Town, on Saturday last, giving an admirable per- 
formance of Bootle’s Baby. The company met with a splendid 
recention. 

The Shakespearian Memorial performances at Stratford-on-Avon 
will commence on Easter Monday (April 11th) and continue for a 
fortnight. Mr. F. R. Benson will again have direction of the 
performances. 

Cruft’s Dog Show was held at the Royal Agricultural Hall last 
week. The entries were 3,000 save one—terriers, pointers, whippets 
and hounds, and dogs of pedigree. 














‘‘Fun's”’ cartoon of the Ist inst. was the only prophetic revela- 
tion of Lord Salisbury’s speech at the opening of Parliament, in 
respect of the Chinese question. 
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A Sad Case of Prematurity; or, The Phantom Ship. 
A COMEDY IN TWO SCENES. 





Dramatis Persone :— 
Sir Gordon Sprigg ........-. A Pillar of the Empire 


Mr. Goschen......e+++++++++ A Splendid Isolator 
Mr. J, K. Hofmeyr .......... An Economist 
AND 


and Sir Gordon Sprigg’s Constituents. 





Scene I.—‘‘ Jubilee”’ England. 

Mr. Goschen.—“ Well, old man, delighted to have met you. 
Good-bye, good-bye! Give my love to the Canadians.” 

Sir G. Sprigg.—‘‘ The Canadians?” 

Mr. Goschen.—“ Dear, dear, what a stupid mistake. I mean the 
Australians. (With much enthusiasm.) Advance, Australia!’ 

Sir G. Sprigg.—‘ I represent South Africa—I gs 

Mr. Goschen.—*So you do—bless you! But what with the 
Devonshire ball, and one thing and another, I am really so mixed 
that——”’ 

Sir G. Sprigg.—‘‘ Say no more, sir, say no more.” 

Mr. Goschen.—* Well, good-bye. And you won’t forget that 
battleship, will you?” , A 

Sir G. Sprigg.—‘‘ Certainly not. Count upon it as built. We 
shall call it ‘The Gallant Sprigg,’ and send it on, almost imme- 
diately. Good-bye, good-bye!” 








Scene II.—‘' Economy.”” South Africa. 
Sir G. Sprigg (addressing his constituents).—‘‘ And, gentlemen, I 
repeat again and again that 


‘The ruling toast 
Which pleased the most, 
Was ‘‘ the wind that blows, 
And the ship that goes, 
And the lass that loves a sailor!”’’ 


(Tumultuous applause.) 


Yes, gentlemen, it was a noble time. The wine ran like water, and 
the cooking was excellent. When the Mother Country lets herself 
go, she does it well. Everyone was pleased toseeme. If I went out 
to buy a collar-stud I received an ovation. Gentlemen, when 
I think of the ties that bind the Anglo-Saxon race together, I 
would give my life’s blood to cement that bond. (Cheers and cries 
of ‘Good old Sprigg!’) Gentlemen, when I saw what the Mother 
Country was prepared to do for her children, I said to myself: 
‘This must be repaid. We must give her an ironclad.’ I have, 
therefore, promised, in your name, gentlemen, to present Great 
Britain with a first-class battleship. (Yells of dissent. A voice, 
‘Who's to pay for it?’) A gentleman asks, ‘ Who is to pay for it ?’ 
Why, you, gentlemen ; it will be your proud privilege to pay for it. 
(Cries of ‘ Blowed if we do!’ ‘Who are you getting at?’ etc.) 
The honour of South Africa is at stake. (Cries of ‘ Pay for it your- 
self!’ and ‘ Swindle!’) Gentlemen, I implore you-——( Yells of dis- 
satisfaction, during which the platform is rushed, and Sir G. Sprigg 
is forced into background. Mr. J. K. Hofmeyr steps to the front.) 
Mr. J. K. H.—** Gentlemen, as Sir Gordon Sprigg has truly said, 
the honour of South Africa is at stake. The honour of South 
Africa is untarnished, let us keep it bright. Let our motto be 
‘compromise,’ and our conduct without fear and without 
reproach. After all, what’s the good ofa battleship? Gentlemen, I 
should be ashamed to offer so poor a gift. (Hear, hear.) Then, 
some may suggest, ‘ Why not pay a yearly sum to assist the main- 
tenance of the Imperial Navy?’ That, gentlemen, I dismiss as 
absurd. What I suggest is this: Let us spend the money on our- 
selves. A mother is fond of her children! Great Britain is our 
mother! Then, it is perfectly logical that if we would please Great 


Britain, the thing is to please ourselves. For how can one please a 
mother better than by petting her children?’ (Cries of ‘‘ Hear, 
hear!” ** Good Old Hofmeyr !”’ and general choru of ‘‘ He’s a Jolly 
Good Fellow.’’) _ [CURTAIN.] 


= 








“Fun” in Earnest. 
WHAT HE THINKS OF THINGS IN GENERAL. 


A STRANGE thing has happened. It is the Ministerial papers 
which are going for the Ministry. The Opposition Press is much 
kinder. Have we suffered a reverse in China? Has Lord Salisbury 
been out-mancuvred? He told us that everything was all right 
because he had explicit assurances from Russia and Germany that 
our treaty rights would be respected. But nobody said they 
wouldn’t. What we complain of is that, while other Powers are 
getting more than their treaty rights, we are apparently satisfied 
with the assurance that we shall be allowed to stay exactly where 
we are. Of what value is an “explicit assurance ” by Ryssia? 
Exactly the intrinsic value of the paper on which the explicit 
assurance is written. What about Batoum and various other little 
things of that sort? When the time comes we shall find ourselves 
on the wrong side of North China. 

* * 7 


It is going to be a very busy session. The Government pro- 
gramme is a very excellent one, quite the best we have had of 
recent years. It looks a bit too long, perhaps, and one difficult of 
accomplishment in its entirety, but that is a good fault—better to 
have a long list and get at the best things in it than a list without 
any plums at all. If only part of the programme comes to practical 
working, the Cabinet should have little to fear at the next General 
Election. No one supposes for a moment that the Irish party will 
be satisfied with the local government it is proposed to give Ireland, 
but then the Irish party will never be satisfied with anything, so 
that doesn’t matter. So long as our consciences are clear that we 
are doing our best for Ireland, we can leave the agitators to take 
care of themselves. They are very good at that. 

* 23 * 

The lamentable death of Captain Dickenson makes one feel very 
wrath with the ways of St. Thomas’ Hospital. It appears that, by 
reason of the sufferer’s position in life, this dying man was practi- 
cally bundled out of the place. What is the value of position in life 
toadying man? The evidence at the inquest discloses the fact 
that Captain Dickenson begged and prayed to be kept at the 
hospital, and offered to pay for the accommodation. His request 
was refused because of his position in life. Had he appeared 
apparelled as a dirty vagabond, doubtlessly a better reception would 
have been accorded. Because he was an educated man and of value 
to his country, the aid which would have probably saved his life 
was denied. 

a * +” 

This episode will not improve the position of hospitals in the 
public favour, and the Prince of Wales’ Fund will most assuredly 
suffer by this blundering, which has cost the country a valuable 
life. Many years ago someone having a position in life braved the 
discomforts of a night in a casual ward in a well-known London 
workhouse, and subsequently communicated his exploit to the 
papers. We want someone now to ascertain the ways of our 
hospitals, which are so much vaunted and extolled for their 
beneficent (?) help to humanity. 


A Different Matter! 


First Postman (groaning under a heavy burden).—‘‘ What con- 
founded nonsense all this valentine-sending is!” 

Second Ditto (ditto).—‘ Yes, it is. Bye-the-bye, you’ve got a 
valentine in your bag that I’m sending to my girl. Mind you 
deliver it all right! You know her address.” 























Delicious and Nutritious. i 


BIRD'S 


CUSTARD .___ cocoa 
POWDER = “Refreshing and Invigorating to the Paste. 


Enhances the acceptability of every Jaded mind and body; delicious to the oo. Gasp puTés,motttlisble preparation for Clas 


Gadburys Ne 


ESTABLISHED 182%. 








Polishing 


Platinoid, &c. Seld everywhere. 


Sweet Dish or Fruit. palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” Sole Manufacturers 


| NO EGGS! NO TROUBLE! NO RISK! 


—Famity Docror. JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, SHEFFIELD. 
NO ALKALIES USED. London Office St. George 


St. George’s House, Eastcheap, E.C. 









edham’s: 














